
Sermon for Palm Sunday: Luke 22:14-23:56 
The Rev. Brooks Cato 
“But all his acquaintances, including the women who had followed him from Galilee, stood at a distance, 
watching these things.” 

Now I know this is going to be a very Episcopalian statement, and maybe it’s a little obvious, too, but I 
am so grateful for our services of Holy Week. Don’t get me wrong, it’s a lot of work, and I and all y’all that 
have and will put in extra hours to get us from Shrove Tuesday to Easter afternoon will be exhausted. Maybe 
even before Easter comes. But it’s so worth it. See, I have a tendency, and maybe this is true for some of you, I 
have a tendency to experience the stories in the Bible intellectually. For those of you that come to Bible Study, 
you know that I like to think about things like context and word choice and allusions to other bits of literature. 
It’s a rare thing, typically, for me to encounter something in scripture and really feel it. It’s like I’m standing at 
a distance watching these things.  

And this is why I appreciate Holy Week and all the services we do. Because Holy Week won’t let me 
stand at a distance and watch. It won’t let me intellectualize the coming darkness of Wednesday’s Tenebrae 
service. It won’t let me intellectualize the gift of the Last Supper or the gentle kindness in the Foot Washing or 
the bareness left behind at the end of Thursday. Holy Week won’t let me intellectualize the weight of the cross 
on my shoulders digging in when we walk through town with our brothers and sisters in Christ. It won’t let me 
intellectualize Peter’s embarrassment in being so publically a follower of Christ. And it certainly won’t let me 
intellectualize the groaning in my knees as we repent with Christ on the cross. Come Saturday, it won’t let me 
intellectualize the warmth of the fire or the growing anticipation as we remember where we’ve been and long 
for the light of Christ to re-enter our lives. Come Sunday next, it won’t let me intellectualize the joy of everyone 
gathered as one loving community, and it certainly won’t let me intellectualize the exhaustion that comes after 
such a party.  

But this is why I appreciate Holy Week. Yes, it’s a lot. And yes, there are years I’d probably prefer to 
watch these things from a distance, but Holy Week won’t let us do that. Holy Week puts us in the story, right 
there alongside the players, shouting “Crucify him” and bearing that recognition of our own sins. Holy Week 
puts us in, right there alongside the disciples, the centurions, the chief priests, and the criminals.  

And Holy Week, today, puts us in a place of painful tension. The tension between the joy of Jesus’ 
movement toward his kingdom and the awful pain of that same Jesus on the cross. The tension between our 
excitement that Jesus has returned to our lives and our responsibility in putting him up on that cross. Palm 
Sunday might feel a little bit like whiplash. But maybe it’s meant to. Maybe there’s something to knowing 
where we’re headed at the beginning of the story. It’s not unheard of in storytelling. Shakespeare did it with the 
Prologue in Romeo and Juliet. Knowing where we’re going heightens the immediacy of it all. So, today, we 
stand at the beginning, the first step that inevitably leads us to Good Friday. Today, we stand at a distance from 
that and watch what’s coming. 

We may try to keep that distance, but the darkness of Good Friday looms over everything we’ll do this 
week. Each step, another step closer to the cross. Each “crucify him,” each “This is my Body,” each “Amen” a 
distance erased. And each distance erased brings a growing and awful and sacred closeness. We started erasing 
that distance nearly 40 days ago, and each week has brought us a little closer, with little reminders of where 
we’re headed. Yes, we’re headed to Good Friday and all the pain that brings, but we’re headed to more, still. 
Because our story doesn’t end on the cross. It doesn’t end with us watching from a distance, or weeping at the 
tomb. It ends with new life, with forgiveness and joy and love.  
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In our world, we watch plenty of terrible things from a distance, maybe we even walk away, beating our 
breasts. But some of those terrible things, we know all too closely. Some of those terrible things we feel all too 
closely. Such is life and such is death. We can’t help but bring those things with us on this Holy Week journey. 
Now, sometimes those things we carry amplify these difficult days. And we get to Friday with an all too 
intimate sense of Christ’s pain.  

My prayer for us all as we enter this week, is that we remember where we’re heading, remember that 
great gift of Easter waiting for us at the end of all this. Remember God’s promises. And know, that just as we 
can’t intellectualize away the pain of this week, we also can’t intellectualize away the glory of next Sunday. The 
Resurrection is coming, but there’s one Holy Week to get through first. So this is my prayer: that we may we 
watch these things from an ever-shrinking distance. 
 
 

2 


